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Then you have written the name of your correspondent so illegibly that I copy it with fear that there may be some mistake.
That said, I have written you several letters which I have burned for fear of displeasing you, and I will now sum up for you in very few words my recent life.
An odious lawsuit was instituted against me by a publisher, Apropos of uLe Medecin de campague." The work was finished to-day, July 19, and will be sold by a publisher appointed by the court. As for that book, I have buried therein since I lasb wrote to you more than sixty nights. You will read it, you, my distant angel, and you will see how much of heart and life has been spent in that work, with which I am not yet very content.
My work has so absorbed me that I could not give you my thoughts; I am so weary, and for me life is such a desert! The only sentiment apparently true that dawns in my real life is a thousand leagues away from me. Does it not need all the power of a poet's heart to -find consolation there; to say to itself amid such toil: " She will quiver with joy in seeing that her name has occupied me, that she herself was present to my thought, and that what I dwelt on as loveliest and noblest in that young girl I have named for her " ? You will see in reading the book that you were in my soul as a light.
I have nothing to tell you about myself, because I have been working night and day without seeing any one. Nevertheless, a few unknown ladies have rapped at my door and have written to me. But I have not a vulgar soul, and, as la dilecta, says, " If I were young and pretty I should come, and not write this." So I drop all that into the void. There is something of you in this feminine reserve. A crown of the nature of that to which 1 aspire is given in its entirety; it cannot be divided.
Well, still some days, some months of labour, and I shall "have ended one of my tasks. I shall then takel creed, honest,e, ande,
